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undone arainand of forgiveness given for
me God God That we should be for-
ever

¬

what we make ourselves
There were no tears in her eyes now as

there had been twice that night In her de¬

spair that fountain of relief shallow al ¬

ways and not apt to overflow was dried up
and scorched with pain And for the time
at least worse things were gone from her
though she suffered more As though
some portion of her passionate wish had
been fulfilled she felt that she could never
do again what she had don she felt that
she was tiuthful now as he was and that
she knew evil from good even as Beatrice
knew it The horror of her sins took new
growth in her changed vision

Was I lost from the llrst beginning
she asked passionately Was I born to be
all 1 am and foredestined to do all I have
done Was she born an angel and I a devil
from hell What is it all What is this
life and what is that other beyond it

Behind her in his chair the Wanderer
still slept Still his face wore the radiant
look of joy that had so suddenly come into
it as she turned away lie scarcely
breathed so calmly he slept But Unorna
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did not raise her head nor look at him and
on the carpet near her feet lrsael Kafka lay
as still and as deeply unconscious as the
Wanderer himself By a strange destiny
she sat there between the two men in
whom her whole life had been wrecked
and she alone was waking

When she at last raised her eyes the
dawn was brcakimr Through the trans ¬

parent rnoT of glass a cold gray light be¬

gan to descend upon the warm still bright ¬

ness of the lamps The shadows changed
the colors grew more cold the dark nooks
among the heavy foliage less black Israel
Kafkas face was ghastly and livid the
Wanderers had the alabaster transparency
that conies upon some strongmen in sleep
Still neither stirred Unorna turned from
the one and looked upon the other For
the Hist time she saw how he had changed
and wondered

How peacefully he sleeps she thought
He is dreaming of her
The dawn came stealing on not soft and

blushing as in Southern lauds but cold re-
sistless

¬

and srriin as ancient fate not the
maiden herald of the sun with rose tipned
lingers and gray liquid eyes but hard
cruel sullen a less darkness following upon
a greater and going before a dull sunless
and heavy day

The door opened somewhat noisily and a
brisk step fell upon the marble pavement
Unorna rose noiselessly to her feet and
hastening along the open space came face to
lac- - with Kevork Arabian He stopped
and looked up at her from beneath his
heavy brows with surprise and suspicion
She raised one linger to her lip

You here already he asked obeying
her gesture and sjieakinsr in a low voice

Hush hush she whispered not satis
lied --They are asleep You will wake
them

Keyork came forward He could move
quietly enough when he chose lie glanced
at the Wanderer

He looks comfortable enough he whis-
pered

¬

half contemptuously
Then he bent down over Israel Kafka

and carefully examined his face To him
the ghastly pallor meant nothing It was
but the natural result of excessive exhaus-
tion

Pit hint into a lethargy said he under
his breath but with authority in his man ¬

ner
Unorna shook hr r head Keyorks small

eyes brightened angrilv
-- Do it he said What is this caprice

Are you mad 1 want to take his tempera-
ture

¬

without waking him
Unorna folded her arms

Do you want him to suffer more asked
Kevork with a diabolical smile If so I

will wake him by all means I am always
at your service you know

Will he sutler if he wakes naturally
Horribly in the head

Unorna knelt down and let her heait rest
a few moments on Kafkas brow The
features drawn with piin immediately re-
laxed

¬

-- You have hypnotized the one grum-
bled

¬

Keyork as he bent down again I
cannot imagine why you should object to
doing the same thing for the other

1 he other Unorna repeated

-- Our fiiend there in the armchair
It is not true He fell asleep of him-

self
¬

Kevork smiled asain incredulously this
time He had already applied his pocket
thermometer and looked at his watch
Unorna had risen to her feet disdaining to
defend herself against the imputation ex ¬

pressed in his face Some minutes passed
in silence

He has no fever said Keyork looking
at the little instrument -- I will call the
Individual and we will take him away

Where
To his lodging of course Where else

He turned and went towards the door
In a moment Unorna was kneeling asain

by Kafkas side her hand upon his fore-
head

¬

her lips close to his ear
This is the last time 1 will use my power

on you or any one else she said quickly
for the time was short Obey me as you
must Do you understand me Will you
obey

Yes came the faint answer as from
very far off

You will wake two hours from now
You will not forget all that has hapened
but you will never love me again 1 forbid
you ever to love me again Do you under-
stand

¬

I understand
You will only forget that I have told

you this though you will obe You will
see me again and if you can forgive me of
your own free will forgie me then That
must be of your own free wilL Wake in
two hours of yourself without pain or
sickness

Again she touched his forehead and then
sprung to her feet Keyork was coming
back with his dumb servant At a sign
the Individual lifted Kafka from the floor
taking from him the Wanderers furs and
wrapping him in others which Keyork had
brought The strong man walked away
withhis burden as though he was carrying
a child Keyork Arabian lingered a mo-
ment

¬

-- What made you come back so early he
asked

I will not tell you she answered draw-
ing

¬

back
--No Well I am not curious You have

an excellent opjwrtuuity now
An opportunity Unorna repeated with

a cold interrogative
Excellent said the little man standing

on tiptoe to reach her ear for she would not
bend her head
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into his ear that you are Beatrice and he will
believe you for the rest of his life

Go said Unorna
Though the word was not spoken above

her breath it was Jieree and commanding
Keyork Arabian smiled in an evil way
shrugged his shoulders and left her

CIIAHTEK iXlV
Unorna wes left alone with the Wanderer

His attitude did not change his evs did
not open as she stood before him Still ha
wore the look which had at first attracted
Keyork Arabians attention and which had
amazed Unorna herself It was the ex-
pression

¬

that had come into his face in the
old cemetery where in his sleep she had
spoken to him of love

He is dreaming of her Unorna said to
herself again as she turned sadly away

But since Keyork had been with her a
doubt had assailed her which painfully dis-
turbed

¬

her thoughts so that her brovv con-
tracted

¬

with anxiety and from time to time
she drew a quick hard breath Keyork had
taken it for granted that the Wanderers
sleep was not natural

She tried to recall what had happened
shortly before dawn but It was no wonder
that her memory served her ill and refused
to bring back distinctly the words she had
spoken Her whole being was unsettled
and shaken so that she found it havd to
recognie herself The stormy hours through
which she had lived since yesterday had
left their trace the lack of rest instead of
producing physicial exhaustion had brought
about an excessive mental weariness and it
was not easy for her now to find all the con¬

necting links between her actions Then
above all eLse there was the great revulsion
that had swept over her after her last aud
greatest plan of evil had tailed causing in
her such a change as could hardly have
seemed natural or even possible to a calm
person watching her inmost thoughts

And yet such sudden changes take place
daily in the world of crime aud passion In
one uncalled for confession of which it is
hard to trace the smallest reasonable cause
the intricate wickednesses of a liletime are
revealed and repented in the mysterious
impulse of a moment the murderer turns
back and delivers himself to justice under
an influence for which there is often no ac-
counting

¬

the woman who has sinned se-

curely
¬

through long years lays bare her
guilt and throws herself upon the mercy of
the man whom she so skillfully and consist-
ently

¬

deceived We know the fact The
reason wo cannot know Perhaps to natures
not wholly bad sin is a poison of which the
moral organization ran only bear a certain
iixed amount great or small before reject-
ing

¬

it altogether and with loathing We do
not luiow We speak of the workings of
conscience not understanding what we
mean It is like that subtle something
which we call electricity we can play with
it command it lead it neutralize it and die
of it making light aud heat with it or lan-
guage

¬

and sound kill with it and cure with
it while absolutely ignorant of its nature
We are no nearer to a definition of it than
the Greek who rubbed a bit of amber aud
lifted with it a tiny straw and from amber
clckton called the something eleclricitv
Are we even as near as that to a definition
of the human conscience

Tne change that had ccme over Unorna
whether it was to be lasting or not was
profound The circumstances under which
it took pl ve are plain enough The rea ¬

sons must be left to themselves it remains
only to tell the consequences which hereon
followed

The first of these were a hatred of that
extraordinary power with which nature had
endowed her w iiich brought with it a de-

termination
¬

never again to make use
of it for any evil purpose and
if possible never even for good

But as though her unhappy fate were for-
ever

¬

lighting against her good impulses
that power of hers had exerted itself un-

consciously
¬

since her resolution had been
formed Keyork Arabians words and his
evident though unspoken disbelief in her
denial showed that he at least was con-
vinced

¬

of the fact that the Wanderer was
not sleeping a natural sleep Unorna tried
to recall what she had done and said but
all was vague an indistinct Of one thing
she was sure She had not laid her hand
upon his forehead and she had not inten-
tionally

¬

done any of those things which she
had always believed necessary for produc-
ing

¬

the results of hypnotism She had not
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willed him to do anything she thought and
she felt stive she had pronounced no words
of the nature of a command Step by step
she tried to reconstruct for her comfort a
detailed recollection of what had passed
but every eftort in that direction was fruit ¬

less Like many men far wiser than her-
self

¬

she believed in the mechanics of hyp-

notic
¬

science in the touches iu the passes
in the fixed look in the will to fascinate
More than once Keyork Arabian had scoffed
at what he called her superstitions and had
maintained that all the varying phenomena
of hypnotism all witchcraft of the darker
ages all the visions undoubtedly shown to
wondering eyes by mediaeval sorcerers
were traceable to moral influence and to no
other cause Unorna could not accept his
reasoning For her there was a deeper and
yet a more material mjstery iu it as in her
own life a mystery which she cherished
as an inheritance which impressed her
with a sense of her own strange
destiny and of the gulf which
separated her from other women She
could not detach herself from the idea that
the supernatural played a part in all her do-

ings
¬

and she clung to the use of gestures
and passes and words in the exercise of her
art in which she fancied a hidden and se-

cret
¬

meaning to exist Certain things had
especially impressed her The not uncom-
mon

¬

answer of hypnotics to the question
concerning their identity I am the image
in your eyes is undoubtedly elicited by
the fact that their extraordinary acute and
perhaps magnifying vision perceives the
image of themselves in the eyes of the
operator with abnormal distictness aud
not impossibly of a size quite incompatible
with the dimensions of the pupil To
Unorna the answer meant something more
It suggested the actual presence of the er
soii she was influencing in her own brain
and whenever she was undertaking any ¬

thing especially difficult she endeavored to
obtain the reply relating to the image as
as soon as possible

In the present case she was sure that she
had done none of the things which she con-
sidered

¬

necessary to produce a definite re-

sult
¬

She was totally unconscious of hav-
ing

¬

impressed upon the sleeper any sugges ¬

tion of her will Whatever she had said
she had addressed the words to herself
without any intention that they should be
heard and understood

These reflections comforted her as she
paced the marble floor and yet Keyorks
remark rang in her ears and disturbed her
She knew how vast his experience was and
how much he could tell by a single glance
at a human face He had Deen familiar
with every phase of hypnotism long before
she had known him and might reasonably
be supposed to know by inspection whether
the sleep were natural or not That a per-
son

¬

hypnotized may appear to sleep as natu-
rally

¬

as one not under the influence is cer--

You have only to whisDcr t tain but the condition of rest is also very
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often different to the practiced eye from
that of ordinary slumber There is a fixity
in the expression of the face and in the atti-
tude

¬

of the body which cannot continue
under ordinary circumstances He had
perhaps noticed both signs in the Wanderer

She went back to his side aud looked at
him intently She had scarcely dared to do
so before and she felt that she might have
been mistaken The light too had changed
for it was broad day though the lamps
were still burning Yet even now she
could not tell Her judgment of what she
saw was disturbed by many intertwining
thoughts

At least he was happy Whatever she
had done if she had done anything it had
not hurt him There was no possibility of
misinterpreting the sleeping mans ex-
pression

¬

She wished that he would wake though
she knew how the smile would fade how
the features would grow cold and indiffer-
ent

¬

aud how the gray eyes she loved would
0en with a look of annoyance at seeing her
before him It was likea vision of happy
ness in a house of sorrow to see him lying
there so happy in his sleep so loving so
peaceful She could make itall to last too
if she Jvould and she realized that with a
sudden pang The woman of whom he
dreamed whom he had loved so faithfully
and sousrht so long was very near him A
word from Unorna and Beatrice could
come a i il find hint as he lay asleep and
herself open the dear eyes

Was that sacrifice tobe asked of her be-

fore
¬

she was taken away to the expiation of
her sins Fate could not be so cruel and
yet the mere idea was an added suffering
The longer she looked at hiui the more the
possibility grew and tortured her

After all it was almost certain that they
would meet now aud at the meeting she felt
sure that all his memory would return
Why should she do anything why should
she raise her hand to bring them to each
other It was too much to ask Was it
not enough that both were free and both
in the same city together and that
she had vowed neither to hurt nor hinder
them If it was their destiny to be joined
together it would so happen surely in the
natural course if not was it her part to
join them The punishment of her sins
whatever it should be she could bear but
this thing she could not do

She passed her hand across her eyes as
though to drive it away and her thoughts
came back to the point from which they
had started The susjiense became unbear ¬

able when she realized that she did not
know in what condition the Wanderer
would wake nor whether if left to nature
he would wake at all She touched his
sleeve lightly at lirst and then more
heavily She moved his arm It was pas-
sive

¬

in her hand and lay where she placed
it Yet she would not believe that she had
made him sleep She drew back and
looked at him Then her anxiety overeamu
her

Wake she cried aloud For Gods
sake wake I cannot bear it

His eyes opened at the sound of her voice
naturally and quietly Then they grew
wide and deep and lixed themselves in a
great wonder of many seconds Then
Unorna saw no more

Strong arms lifted her suddenly from her
feet and pressed her fiercely and carried
her aud she hid her face A voice she
knew sounded as she had never heard itl
sound nor hoped to hear it

Beatrice it cried and nothing more
In the presence of that strength in the

ringing of that cry Unorna was helpless
She had no power of thought left in her as
she felt herself born along body aud soul
in the rush of a passion more masterful
than her own

Then she was on her feet again but his
arms were round her still and hers
whether she would or not were clasjied
about his neck Dreams truth faith kept
or broken hell and heaven itself were
swept away all wrecked tegelher in the
tide of love And through it all his voice
was in her ear

Love love at last From all the years
you have come back at last at last

Broken aud almost void of sense the
worst came then through the storm of his
kisses and the tempest of her tears She
could no more resist him nor draw herself
away than the frail ship wind driven
through crashing waves can turn and face
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the blast no more than the long dry grass
can turn and quench the roaring flame no
more than the drooping willow bough can
dam the torrent and force it backwards up
the steep mountain side

In those short false moments Unorna
knew what happiness could mean Torn
from herself lifted high above the misery
and the darkness of her real life it was all
true to her There was no other Beatrice
but herself no other woman whom he had
loved An enchantment greater than her
own was upon her and held her in bonds she
could neither bend nor break

She was sitting in her ovv n chair nowand
he was kneeling before her holding her
hand and looking up at her For him the
world held nothing else For him her hair
was black as night for him the unlike eyes
were dark and fathomless for him the
heavy marble hand was light responsive
delicate for him her face was the face of
Beatrice as he had last seen it long ago
The years had passed indeed and he had
sought her through many lands but she
had come back to him the same in the glory
of her youth in the strength of her love in
the divinity of her dark beauty his always
through it all his now for ever

For a long time ho did not speak The
words rose to his lips and failed of utter-
ance

¬

as the first mist of early morning is
drawn heavenwards to vanish in the rising
sun The long drawn breath could have
made no sound of sweeter meaning than the
unspoken speech that rose iu the deep gray
eyes Natures grand organ touched by
hand diviue can yield no chord more mov-
ing

¬

than a lovers sigh
Words came at last as after the welcome

shower in summers heat the song of birds
rings through the woods and out across the
fields upon the dear earth scented air
words fresh from their long rest within his
heart unused in years of loneliness but
uuforgotten and familiar still untarnished
jewels from the inmost depths rich treas-
ures

¬

from the storehouse of a deathless
faith diamonds of truth rubies of passion
liearls of devotion studding the golden
links of the chain of love

At last at last at lastl Life of my
life the day has come that is not day with-
out

¬

you and now it will always be day for
us two day without end and sun forever
And yet I have seen you always in my
night just as I see you now As I hold
your dear hands I have held them day
by day and year by year and I have
smoothed that black hair of yours that I
love and kissed those dark eyes of yours
many and many a thousand times It has
been so long love so very long But I
knew it would come some day I knew I
should find you for you have been always
with me dear always and everywhere
The world is full of you for I have wan-
dered

¬

through it all and taken you with me
and made every place yours with the
thought of you and the worship of yoa

isjmi -

For me there is not an ocean nor a sea nor
a river nor reck nor island nor broad
continent of earth that has not known
Beatrice and loved her name Heart of my
heart soul of my soul the nights and days
without you the lands and the oceans
where you were not the endlessness of
this little world that hid you somewhere
the littleness of the whole universe without
you -- how can you ever know what it has
been to me And so it is gone at last
gone as a dream of sickness in the lnorning
of health gone as the blackness of storm
clouds in the sweep of the clear west
wind gone as the shadow of evil before the
lace of an angel of light And I knojv it
ail I see it all in your eyes You knew I
was true and you knew I sought you and
would find you at last and you have
waited and there has been no other not
the thought of another not the passing
image of another between us For 1 know
there has not beea that and I should have
known it anywhere in all these years the
chill of it would have found me the sharp¬

ness of it would have been in my heart
no matter where no matter how far vet
say it say it once say that you have loved
me too

God knows how I have loved you how
I love you now Unorna said in a low
unsteady voice

The light that had been in his face grew
brighter still as she spoke while she looked
at him wondering her head thrown back
against the high chair her eyelids wet and
drooping her lips still parted her hand in
his Small wonder if he had loved her for
herself she was so beautiful Small won-
der

¬

it would have been if she had taken
Beatrices place in his heart during those
weeks of close and daily converse
But that first great love had left no fertile
ground in which to plant another seed no
warmth of kindness under which the tender
shoot might grow to strength no room be ¬

neath its heaven for other branches than its
own Alone it had stood in majesty as a
lordly tree straight tall and ever green on
a silent mountain top Alone it had borne
the burden of griefs heavy snows unbent
for all its loneliness it had stood against
the raging tempest and green still in all
its giant strength of stem and branch in
in all its kingly robe of unwithered foliage
unscathed unshaken it yet stood Neither
storm nor lightning wind nor rain sun nor
snow had prevailed against it to dry it up
and cast it down that another might grow
in its place

Yet this love was not for her to whom lie
spoke and she knew it as she answered
him though she answered truly from the
fullness of her lieart She had cast au en¬

chantment over him unwittingly and she
was taken in the toils of her own magic
even as she had sworn that she would never
again put forth her powers She shud ¬

dered as she realized it all In a few short
moments she had felt his kisses and heard
his words and had been clasped to his lieart
as she had many a time madly hoped Buti
iu those moments too she had known the
truth of her womans instinct when it had
told her that love must be for herself and
for her own sake or not le love at all

The falseness the fathomless truth of it
would have been bad enough alone But the
truth that was so strong made - horrible
Had she but inspired In him a burning love
for herself however much against his will
it woull have been very different She
would have heard her name from his
lips she would have known that all how ¬

ever false however artificial was for her-
self

¬

while it might last To know that it
was real and not for her was intolerable
To see this love of his break out at last
this other love which she had dreaded
against which she had fought which she
had met with a jealousy as strong as itself
and struggled with and buried under an
imposed forgetfulness to feel its great
waves surging around her and beating up
against her lieart was more than she could
bear Her face grew whiter and her hands
were cold She dreaded each moment lest
he should call her Beatrice again and say
that her fair hair was black and that he
loved those deep dark cves of hers
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TIIE CONVENTION U TRIP
Special to the Gazette

WiXDERMniiK Kxo May 12 The con-
ventional

¬

trip taken through the lake dis-
trict

¬

is either after arrival by rail at its
southern headquarters Windermere by
coach north through the heart of the region
to Keswick or on arrival by rail at Kes-
wick

¬

over the same grand highway by
coath south to Windermere Thus tourists
and particularly American tourists who
wish to make the best use of their hours
are enabled to secure a very good general
idea of the district and certainly look upon
that portion richest in associative interest

while viewing its finest hikes loveliest
vales and loftiest mountains by an expen-
diture

¬

of but one days time An old trav-
elers

¬

word for it seldom in a lifetime can
a day be so cxaltingly filled

At Keswick or Windermere you have
daily the choice of a score of four-in-han-d

coaches Some are of the old English and
Concord patterns but most are built high in
air open seating at least twenty fares are
wonderfully constructed for strength and
lightness give a delightful sense of breezy
altitude to passengers and furnish in their
cavernous bodies vast storeroom for par¬

cels aud luggage Most of these coaches
are provided with guards with musical
horns and rosy noses with taciturn drivers
who loiter about the stables of the nobility
In winter and exist in a defiant attitude of
protest against questions in summer and
with the handsomest coach horses to be
found in all Ungland You can leave Win-
dermere

¬

or Keswick in either direction at
any hour of the day between 7 aud 2 and
the ride of twenty one miles through sev-

eral
¬

of the deepest valleys and over two of
the highest passes of the regiou is usually
accomplished in about live hours

VOU AKC AT KEsWICK
If you have booked at least three days

in advance have paid for two fares besides
your own and have privately consulted
with stipendary modifications the driver
and guard as to the most favorable meas
uresfor viewing the region you can secure
your seat on the box of the most popular

going out coach at J in the morning the
envy and glares of the remainder of the

fares whom you find represent almost
every civilized nationality Americans and
Germans predominating If you ask ques-
tions

¬

you will also secure the largest num-

ber
¬

of wide winged with
which vour credence was ever assailed
Your own knowledge of the literature and
topography of the Lake region is your sole
amulet against these But your coach is
away with all the shouting rattling and
tooting necessary to remind you that at last
you are the proud possessor with its other
monarehs the guard and the driver of the
box of a genuine British institution The
gentie thrill which accompanies this reflec-
tion

¬

has barely subsided when you have
passed beautiful Greta bridge and with a
sudden turn to the right begin the long as-
cent

¬

of Castle Rigg the most windin
one for osscs o the stretch the
driver remarks in the single truthful
statement you will receive all the way to
Windermere But in this long slow climb
you pass Chestnut Hill a quaint little
crooked roof house with its iiistoric syca-
more

¬

elm and cherry tree where Shelly
brought his school girl bride and where
theychased each other like happy children
about the flower beds until the stem Cum-
brian

¬

landlord chased them both away As
the coach is halted at the top of Castle Rigg
1000 feet above Keswick grand and beauti-
ful

¬

indeed is that scene behind The entire
vale of Derwent is spread to view Keswick
gray and suug is half hidden its bosom To
the west gleams the upper reaches of Der
wentwater with the crags of Grassmoorbe- -

jMsx

yond Saddleback looms up in the north
east Beyond the tower of old Crossthwaite
church where Southey lies buried shines
the blue bed of Bessenthwaite Water And
across the whole lovely vale where the
farms spread in checkered patches of color
to Jhq sun lofty Skiddaw stands monarch
sublime

OF TUB CCMBHIAV XOKTn
This dragging way over Castle Rigg is

one of the two grea heights you will attain
by coach on your pleasant journey The
other is at Duniuail Raise just before you
pass into Westmoreland You are in Cum ¬

berland now This was the Little Britain
of long ago It was the home of those fierce
and unconquerable Brigantes who from
the time the region was known as Brigautia
until it became Cumberland beat back the
Saxons from the east the Welsh from the
south and Piets from the north and met
every foe outside their mountain gates
Marvelously sweet aud fragrant is the
morning as you now smoothly spin along
these noble heights But it seems to have
scarcely reached the deepest vales To v our
right the west for your direction is neary
always due south from Keswick to Winder-
mere

¬

are the seemingly
KNIUEss KELIs

odorous with the budding heath and here
and there a mass of color from banks of vio-
lets

¬

the gentle breee stirring the whole
fell side as if with wild and riotous motion
and delight In front the wide smooth
mountain road winds between overhanging
licheued rocks spans shadowy dingles ami
at its apareut end seems to drop sheer into
a measureless sea of blue But now to the
left down down as if into some vast witch
cauldron the sight descends and attempts
to penetrate the films of mist Moruing is
late iu reaching St lohns Vale Dense
and dark in the vales lowest depths the
mist breaks above in feathery rifts where
the rays of the eastern sun filter througn
in filmy streams of gold Half disclosed
behind them are the dark graj outlines of
the mighty crag Castle Rock You cannot
see it clearly but Scott fias so nobly de¬

scribed it iu --The Bridal of Triermain
with its

Wicket of oak as iron hard
With iron studded clearhet and barred
And prungd portcullis- joind to guard

The gloomy pass below
that you need no Uetter view

Above this almost on a level with your
coach which is just beginning the long
southern descent of Castle Kigg lies a huge
moving cloud It is slowly passing down
the valley Suddenly you realize you are
above the clouds for See the Striding
Edge is chorused by many of your com-
panions

¬

There it lies this grim yellow
black and curved ridge of Helvellyn ma-
jestic

¬

monarch of all this grand lake region
It seems across that cloud to be the mighty
mural walls of

SOME WEIltn IsIE
unattainable bevond a sea of mountainous
waves A curve in the road for a few mo-
ments hides cloud aud mountain top When
Helvellyn again appears the cloud has been
lost in and over the vale of St John and
there stands the grand old mountain forest
hung at its base cleft and scarred above
still higher striped here and there with far
descending torrents like mightv plumes in
white and its broken summit and -- Striding

Edge showing thousands of blackened
almost vertical furrows in the eternal stone
of its peaks and ridges

But you now have something to do be ¬

sides gaze on Helvellyn Your coach is de ¬

scending the mountain at tremendous
speed The wheel horses are at their best
pace in a trot and the leaders re fairly at
canter The skids smoke at the wheels
Many a lod bless me is ejaculated by
old travelers The ladies stlle little shrieks
iu vain and have recourse to occasional
alarming ouches

the claui mnws ins jionv rriioriT
And in a series of bounds lurches and
ricochets over a good two miles descent
done in less than seven minutes the foam-
ing

¬

horses the creaky beclouded coach
and gasping passengers come to a grateful
standstill at the Kings Head Inn
Thirlspot hard b the shores oT Thirlmeie
lake

The inn is for those who wish to stretch
their legs and wash the mountain dust from
their throats wiih mountain dew You re-

main
¬

in your high seat there for this valley
and its mountain sides have hosts of memory--

wraiths for the few minutes in which
they may appear lust before vou is Dale
head hail once full of Southevs mirth and
Wardswortlis quiet wisdom Beside it
Daleliead meadows iu which once stood
the famous ll for packers and
dalesmen Willie How Across Thirl-
meie

¬

is ancient haunted Arinboth hall
You passed in your inad gallop down the
mountain side Fisher place where Uossetti
at deaths door read the last proofs of his
wild melodious sonnets To the right
is the pony path leading over to
outlandish Watendlath and you
can any time go over its weird
wild course with Forster and Matthew
Arnold by reading the hitters exquisite
poem Resignation A tlis valley was
Wordsworths and Coleridges daily meet-
ing

¬

ground Down therein Thirltnere is
the -- Rock of Names where the name
of William Wordsworth Dorothy his
faith fni siser Mary Hutchinson after ¬

wards his noble wife Samuel Tavlor Col-
eridge

¬

John Wordsworth and Sarah
Hutchinson were chiseled by their own
hands At the valleys edge to the north
is all that is left of the Cherry Tree Inn
forever famous because Wordsworth
stopped Ins peasant Waggoner there
and at the -- village merry night gave
him two or three hours of rousing fun
Under Bull Crags is the ancient -- justice
stone where in olden limes the law was
administered

aimosi- ciixriNO to the cnir5
in spots like chamois around the noble
valleys rim are flocks of the black faced
Herdwiek sheep of Umbria which tradi-
tion

¬

says the Armada brought here 200
years ago Not only here but on many a
mountain side in Cumberland on will see
circular green bits of pasture on the hill-
sides

¬

They are walled with stone and are
the earliest enclosures by civilized people
in the north of England In ancient times
the cows were honied within them at milk-
ing time Here aud there on highest crags
can be seen the -- maens or cairns of old
These and countless other objects will lead
you into the mazes of antiquity while in
the verv names of the inn and vallej of
Thirlspot and of Thirlmeie set like twin
sapphires in the bosom of the vae tell of
the Viking Thorold who dwelt here and be
queathed the spot his name forever

Timl sir
from the guard breaks in upon all yQHr I

dreamful musings in a trice vour ugw
cherrv companions are in their places
notes of the coach horn flood the val
On on j ou speed scaring the sandpipers
into the rushes and reeds aud the ring
ousels skim scamperingly to the farther
shadowj- - shore through the valley past
sleeping Thirhuere up past little Wythe- -

uurn culiicii iiol as m us juui utui iiuuur
and the second smallest house of God Britrf
am and then up up again as overcast
Rigg to weird old Dunmail Raise Here
narting look is had at grim Helvellyn an
the eye lingers lovingly on the pale blue of
St Johns vale below the deeper blue of far
Blencathra the whole a miniature image
of the pass of Lauterbrunnen Here teo
is that Northern curio of the antiquarians
the liaise itself It is a huge cairn of peb-
bles

¬

Tradition says the cairn was made
over one thousand years ago on the defeat
aud slaughter of Dunmail king of Cumbria
in the year i4 Dunmails dominions were
given to King Malcolm of Scotland
and the cairn was left to m
the boundary of the two
doms as it to day forms tiie bound
the shires of Cumberland aud Westn
land luto the latter and ano
mountain flanked vallev jour coach now
plunges with smoking horses and wheels
Faster and faster sjieeds the coach and
faster and thicker crowd objects and scenes
hallowed by the lives and graves of men
and the immortal glamor of song

Comprehensively siieaking it is all the
Vale of Rothay To the east the eye scans
the sides aud heights of Fairfield Red
Screes and Wansfell with the far ridgci
of High Street and behind Ii
the west rise in weird and precipitous
masses the savage Pikes of and
Crinkle Crags aud Wetherlam with their
sunshinj- - cones are seen in the far south
Beneath j ou is the fair and peaceful vallej- -

wltn gray om crasmere oy its sjimji
church tower asleep beside the peay
waters of its oeauteous iaie

JEUUMITV BEALTV PEACE
everywhere blended as if bj a magie wand

ggsah

r

See to the right that ancient in whe
Above it rises mighv Ileim ni - jwing majestic jiiles of stone ever fairv w
man cowled priest threatening demon n
myriad changing other forms fror poets
days to Druid times of oul Stone Ar-
thur

The last that parleys with the setting sun
frowns opjiosite You rush by Swan inn
whenc Wordsworth Southey and Scott
left on their ponies for Helvellyns ascen
and where there are still delicious legends
of how Scott came back of evenings after
Wordsworth was safely snoring at Gras-
mere

¬

to mix the lake water with a few
drops of John Barlevcom As you crash
across Rothays bridge your eye follows
the spume and foam of Sour Milk Ghyl
anu your tnougiits leap to the rartheiS
depth of Easdale whnn Werusworth
haunted and vowed was all his own Aud
here just b the northern edire of Gras ¬

mere village is Allen bank Volumes
could be written upon its memoriesfur jt
is Allen bank where Wordsworth vitPto
most of the where DeQumvey
and Christopher North lirst met and
where Coleridge wrote the -- Friend

BIT HERB IS lllsSMEUF
G asmcre of ancient Kushbearimr fanra

lOasmere with perhaps the oldest and xr
tainly the quaintest church in England
Irasmere where the bravo out dama

soundly wallofKil the Prince of Wales for
harrving her sheep Irasmere when

DcQuincey for thirty seven years retain d
his Dove cottage and its maze of books ilia
all the other writers borrrowed and never
brought back so absorbed and absorbing
were they and where the angel Margaiei
fought the demon opium and rescued tht
wonderous intellect and soul troui neon
ceivable hells oT torment Grasmere whera
in old St Oswalds churchy am sleep Hat
lev Coleridge and William Woi Iswoitli
and the beauteous Rothay Iciiuiig ftori
sequestering meadows gives bn aoi- -

the old church wall the deathless sotiss
they sung

The iieart swells and the eyes til qutcXtv
here aud you are glad the fresh reiav
horses speeds you so swiftU awj ji
road lavs along the shores of Crasuu m Tc
the west are mountains mouiitai s rvsr
where Half way around the base oi bo d
White Moss high above vour h au is tui

Wishing Gate famous in rouuiu iS n a
song Turning sharply to the If tltj
Kydal Water a speck of blue n a now
almost level valley is beyorcio In thai
cottage to the left live a grandd mrHiV
Woodsvvorth Swinging into the uorh e i

south highway at spanking sped vou como
alongside a tiny cottage embedded mtvi
its hedge and walls squarclv upon ttie load
and a sweet bit of inedow sloping a wav Srom
the place to the shore of Kydal Water

xab scai rises uiiiii rriiiMi ir
like the fir hung hill behind the Ajcott
cottage at Concord it is Nab Cottage fced
was built nearly 300 veins agu i t my
Margaret Simpson afterward the wta of
DeQuineey was born and under his slat
and ivies Hartley Coleridge lived and
breathed his last

You can scarcely recall these things b
foreyou are passing Rvdll Just a glmpsj
of the little church is seen o dens-- ii Itu
foliage hre But you know that up the- -

at the end of that shadowy wavto the right
is splendid Kydal Hal to the left RyOal
Mount where Wordsworth lived lor tcrt
blissful years and that the melodies of tlH
Kydal waterfalls are just behind

From Kydal through Ambleside to Win
dermere is one mad rush of jour fijli
meeting and passing coach and vehicle of
every description tourists ot every nation ¬

ality in everv pleasant means of going and
coming and altogether one wild whirl of

KNTliVi ssMMIIVl INTnillsT
Here is lllierav sentineled bv Is Ia t

sycamore and rife with memories of 1fof
Wilson There is Fo How where IiVe1
noble Dr Arnold Behind that masi ot
beech and laurel lived Harriet MartlnEau
and the sun dial on the fragrant terracfi
still bears the inscriptive echo of her lofty
life long souls desire Come lignt vts4
mo Ambleside haunted by the wraiths
of all these folk and hidden iu its mass oT
foliage and bloom is whisked behind Ami
then through an almost unbroken avenuo
of beeches and sjeamore ou are whirled
along one of the grandest roads iu England
with swift glimpses t right and left of
mountain vale lake and stream of cot ¬

tage hall and hostel old until with aching
bones whirling head hungry stomach
and heart athrill for its roval stirring
your coach is brought up with a
crash and a bang in front of John
Uiggs famous Windermere hostelry The
grateful odors of broiling char lainosts
ravishing as those of Thompsons Glouces ¬

ter planked shad ascend to jour eager
nostrils and before jour eyes liesonoof
the sweetest scenes on earth iraiiscendent
Windermere queen of all the Umbnaa
lakes dotted with dreamful sai Is and from
her silvery shores upleadiug the gladden ¬

ing vision to measureless masses ofiuoufl
tains swart lied in emerald and purpla uud
crowned with sun kissed glories to tho
high far horizon line that hints of bu5
repels the tempests of the thunderous TiTsu
Sea Eiiiiu I WskKMOf

For catarrh
coughs sore ll
Pe-ru-- is
1nwvn Fill

Catarrh

infill
iroamidrtSnn

Vmiifiv it tc
valuable bonjBTm

forms tSldi
peanil eflct

best
I

abortliseases and
the cause and cure of consumption sent
free to any address b the I l sui Mediciua
Company of Columbus Ohio

Ili lp The ttc Cost tu

of
per a by of
the

in the Dai i
of this and

G cost to f
It is a to j ou u

Whea I ea
for a time ai

cure

T otnt rs

iii

of rf

atarrh
stage

NO COST TO YOU

Without Icr-si--ir

Readers Gazette caajAyJJlUc
service lueatiojjijJllTuiiiie

Fort WuxttUMiPWrfin corresfiond
ing witjrfrt3WSnser either
MgjWWrrr Gazette Think
toIp Tub vzettc without yours

small matter business
Tub Gazette

i CORE FIT
radical
LESytr
jwrranl

sir
UeOiUMfrrfOif

Kirkstoue

Laugdale

Kwursion

cot

store- -

rsHfh
Tnn

sw- a
mran merwr tostos tb ca

oa rdllirn Jpueria
Cethpwiudfo WS
SlCgftsSjjflife logfctudy
nra3h JJecansa

en jot nut Bow
frw4ttse bcUvHwf

QfalitJtftenrtliiT pre and 0c--

atv

and

the
rug

the

Iim

but

Sain
EPI

arid Vte9
Post

DOT MV liitf fcarl St N Jf

jWJflHdiaciiiMKfronxieaMUflmnJMtrreiufngiiiitidtyitiaflilevwIUatlBcoBWMPDor jj
fe jww ij fr i i i

w f r TCTT

THE SAN MAROOa

OHM
Junearfiuont

IH- - iVT
w c--

-- j

do

ts

A

I
1

tjt

a
Ex

jr
7 r

r

urt- -

j
jz jjFs j j

The most brilliant programme and tbe
number of schools ever presented in Teva

Send your name and postoalce address to
CHAUTAUQUA San Marcos Tes and an

illustrated paiwr giving full particulars will bo
mailed you free

ForsaleurL Jf VaiT3ITT A Cj

sJgafc4jAt-Av-jrictwia- iiiiA tfrtftintr

remedv

caAJJ
nkciTULfid

urtnalror-

UAl-

TAUQQA

ingBTOJittykitf

Metoiifrtay
largest

EKVivTUHl


